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THE 


LEGENDS OF LAMPIDOSA. 


HY A FEMALE ANCHORET. 


THE RUSSIAN. 


“ Perverse, deceitful, inconstant 
woman! Mahomet judged wisely when 
he told his followers there could be none 
with souls! Such were the ru- 
mivations of Count Demetrius, as he 
began his journey from St. Petersburgh 
to the desolate furtress Schlusselburgh. 
He had devoted the flower of his youth 
and the full vigour of his talents to the 
service of the Empress Catherine, whose 
gracious demeanor had excited him to 
pect a reward far more splendid than 
the government of a solitary castle. But 
it contained her kinsman, Iwan of Mech- 

lenburgh, whose claims to the Russian 
throne, derived from bis great aunt, the 
Empress Anna Iwanowna, were suflici- 
ent to collect partisans, and furnish a 
tallying point to sedition. Policy could 
not have selected a fitter guard for this. 
important personage than Count Deme- 
trius, whose high principles of loyal faith 
insured his integrity, while his personal 
attachment to the empress seemed suf- 
ficient to stifle those finer feelings of 
humanity which might shave revolted 


Se ed 





ftom his task. With many pangs, aris- 
4g from that half-satisfied attachment | 








and those half stifled feelings, the Count 
reached Schlusselburgh, and, according 
to his instructions, opened the sealed or- 
ders of the empress. ‘Though he trem- 
bled at their import, and blushed, though 
alone, his pride was soothed by the ex- 
tensive trust reposed in his courage and 
fidelity ; his ambition promised itself a 
high reward; and that love which af- 
fords a ready excuse to the vanity from 
whence it springs, gave a brilliant co- 
louring to its errors. 


Notwithstanding the devout obedi- 
ence which Demetrius chose to owe his 
sovereign, he evtered the presence of 
his prisoner bwan with sensations very 
unlike conscious rectitude. The prince, 
though only in his twentieth year, view- 
ed his new gaoter with an air of stern 
contempt, and a piercing glance which 
probably gained force from the almost 
feminine beauty of the face from whence 
it lightened. That glance was sufficient 
to inform Iwan how little rigour could 
be feared from Demetrius, and how 
much bis heart was conscious of the 
crime his ambition excused. They ex- 
changed only a few words; but thongh 
each feared to trust the other, both fel¢ 
a beginning friendship. The new go- 
vernor retired to his bed-chamber with 
a determination to atone for the injuge 
tice of lwan’s imprisonment by the 7. 
tleness of its method. 

The apartment assigned¢o Iwan was 
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deep-sunk under the strongest tower of 
the fortress, and received light from a | 
narrow window which the water of the 
moat almost reached. His food and 
apparel were always conveyed to him 
by the governor himself, who descend- 
ed to this chamber through Jong intri- 
eate windings, among vaults and re- 
cesses known to no other inhabitant of 
the fortress, except a Cossack soldier, 
whose stubborn zeal and almost giant 
strength had advanced him to the im- 


strong arm rested it from him,—and 
his ferocious smile shewed his conniy- 
ance in the prisoner’s escape. Snatch- 
ing up the woodman’s axe, Demetrius 
levelled a deadly blow at the treacher- 
ous sentinel’s bead, but his own throat 
was seized with the force of determined 
vengeance, and the struggle would have 
been short, had nota friendly hand grasp- 
ed the Cossack’s foot. A boy sleeping 
among the hurdles in the hut, had been 
awakened by their contest, and now 





portant station of sentinel at the prince’s 
door. There he watched night and 
day, sleeping only during the very few 
hours which the governor spent every 
morning with his prisoner, When the 
air was bland and moon brilliant, the 
unfortunate Iwan sometimes accompa- 
nied Demetrius to a secluded part of 
the Baden, and enjoyed the luxuries of 
exercise and light. 
It was the noon of a delicious nighf, 
when the Count, now happiest in his 
prisoner’s society, descended to offer 
him a promenade. He unbarred the 
iron door gently as usual, and, suppos- 
ing him asleep, drew back the curtain 
of his couch to awaken him. The 
couch, the chamber were vacant!— 
Demetrius rushed out, and saw the Cos- 
sack sentinel standing with his usual va- 
cant gaze of sullen indifference. “ Fol- 
low me; Basil!” he exclaimed—* our 
prisoner has eseaped.”—The Cossack 
answered Only by trimming his torch, 
and unsheathing his large poignard. De- 
metrius traversed every recess in the 
subterranean labyrinth till he reached 
the remnant of a stair-case half-ehoak- 
ed with fallen stones. “ Here is an 
outlet,” said the governor: “ let us 
search round before we give alarm.” 
The Cossack hewed away among bram- 
bles and broken granite, till they, found 
themselves in arude hut, which seemed 
the depository of a woodman’s stores. 
Embers of a fire gleamed in a corner; 
an axe, a few traces of provisions, lay 
near it, and some loose hurdles filled the 
entrance. The governor’s eager survey 
informed him it had no living inhabit- 
ant— We are teo late!—but my bugle 


crept forward to save the victim. While 
with une hand he held the murderer’s 
‘leg, with the other he gave Demetrius 
the sword which had been snatched 
from his grasp, & thrown on the ground. 
The Cossack received it in his breast, 
and expired, muttering execrations.— 
|Demetrius caught the young stranger’s 
arny as he attempted to hide himself 
again, and demanded his name. A- 
lexis !”’ said the poor youth, trembling— 
“ I came here to sleep after gathering 
wood all day.”—Demetrius surveyed 
him eagerly, and a propitious thought 
arose. Iwan’s escape had been diseo- 
vered by none but himself ; and the Cos 
sack, probably the sole abettor, now 
lay lifeless. This youvg woodman re- 
sembled the prince in stature and com-. 
plexion; might he not be safely substi- 
tuted ?>——Grasping his hand, and fixing 
his eyes with all their dazzling fire upew 
him, Demetrius exacted an oath of se 
crecy.—‘' I never swear” replied the 
forest-boy, “ but I will speak truth." 
The governor’s wavering purpose was 
fixed by this expression of courageout 
honesty. ‘“ My safety and the state’s 
requires me to detain you, but you canr 
not refuse to preserve a life fer which 
you have already risked your own. Re- 
main here without resistance, act ace 
cording to my dictates, and you shall re- 
present a prince.”—Either fascinated 
by this splendid but ambiguous pro- 


kissed his unsheathed sabre, as a toke® 
of submission, Demetrius, hastily throw? 
ing the loose hurdles on his fallen ene 
my, bound his searf over the yeung for 





can alarm the garrison.’”’—The Cossack’s 





rester’s eyes, and led him through t 





mige, or conscious of his dependene® 
on the governor’s mercy, Alexis silently 
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to the chamber once occupied by Priace 
Iwav.. “ Here, Alexis,” said he,“ you 
must remain while my sovereign’s safe- 
ty requires the nation to believe that 
her rival is still in my custody. No one 
visits this chamber except myself, and 
both our lives depend oo your discre- 
tien.” . Alexis looked round the deso- 
late prison with an instinctive shudder, 
andatimid glance at Demetrius. There 
was a reproach in that glance su pene- 
trating, yet se mild, that all the selfish- 


political ambition sunk under it. “I 
swear,” said Demetrius, “ never to aban- 
don your safety, though it should cost 
my own.” —‘ God hears you!” replied 
the prisoner : and the oatb was register. 
_ edin the speaker's heart. 

_ In the solitude of his own apartment, 
Demetrius reviewed all, the possible 
consequences of this eventful night, and 
discovered new motives to applaud tris 
expedierit. Chance had given to the 
young woodman such striking tesem- 
blance to the fugitive prince, that the 
teal lwan might be plausibly pronounc- 
ed an imposter, should he ever venture 
to disturb the peace of Russia ; or if the 
tounterfeit was proved, Demetrius might 
fontrive to appear the dupe, and not 
the abettor, In every way Alexis seem 

ed to secure the best advantage to the 
empress and her agent: but to render 
his semblance complete, the governor 
‘saw the necessity of giving his minda 


Possible. For this purpose he visited 
him daily, and found his attention wil- 
ling, though his capacity seemed limit- 
He had spent his childhood, A- 
lexis said, in the forest near Sehlussel- 
urgh, and knew nothing except his na- 
tive language ; but Demetrius was a pa- 
tient and assiduous instructot till his 
Pupil acquired the rudiments of Latin, 
ad could speak fluently in polished 
neh. History, at least whenever it 
tesembled romance, was eagerly learn- 
ed by the young student; and his re- 
“Marks on the policy of courts shewed 
instinctive shrewdness which almost 
‘twembled what is called espieglerie. 
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subterranean vaults of Schlusselburgh, 


ness and craft learned in the school of 


tegree of cultivation equal to [wan’s if 








But it was blended with simplicity 80 
demure, and good-humour sw fascinat- 
ing, that Demetrius almost thought if 
better than any he had seen before. 
The escape of the real Iwan seemed @ 
secret wholly unsuspected, and the goe 
vernor’s labours to educate his repre- 
sentative became ct lenght more neces- 
sary as the solace of his solitude than 
as means to ensure his safety. Consci- 
ous how much he owed to the patient 
submission of Alexis, his native sense of 
justice found some satisfaction in ame- 
liorating it by paternal kiadness. Once, 
when an intercourse of three years 
length had established more familiarity, 
Alexis sudderly said, * You have told 
me for what purpose governments were 
created and societies leagaued together, 
but yor never mention for what purpose 
man himself exists !”’—Demetrius was 
silent in surprise and seeret shame ; at 
length he replied, “ At least two thou- 
sand sages have given us as many sys- 
tems, but every man has his best instruc- 
tor in his beart: let every ome pursue 
his own idea of pleasure, and he fulfills 
the sole purpose of his existence.”— 
* You onee shewed me,” answered A- 
iexis, “ a clear and distinct purpose for 
every class of anima! and vegetable cre- 
ation; was the great Being less wise 
when he made man?”—Angry at his 
own incompetent reasons, Demetrius 
retorted spleeufully—-“ I have been 
tempted to believe it sinte ! have found 
one half the world created to degrade 
and deceive the other. Yet we call 
that half the loveliest !—You will thank 
me at some period, Alexis, for having 
secluded you so long from its tempta- 
tions."—-His pupil, smiling arehly, re 
plied, “* Tell me by what art this strange 
authority is acquired, that I may aveid 
it; or rather explain why men allow 
themselves to be subdued by wemen, if 
they possess superior power and wis- 
dom.”—Démetrius hesitated at this un- 
foreseen question, and answered, in a 
doubtful tone, “ You néver could learn 


metaphysics, Alexis, and | must suit my. 


reason to your comprehension. QOurc 
power is real, and therefore undisguis- 
ed; haughty, and perhaps tee rigid; 
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women steal theirs, and can only pre- 
serve it by artifice, blandishment, and 
seeming submission. The very strength 
of our superiority excites them to rebel ; 
and the softness of their usurpation pre- 
vents us from resisting.”-—Alexis smiled 
again, as he rejoined, “ You have ex- 
plained the secret, Count! but why 
should not lawful power borrow the 
graces which render even usurpers ami- 
able? And is it very certain that women 
govern when men say they are subdu- 
ed ?—-If they are swayed only by arti- 
fice and blandishment, their vanity not 
their love degrades them. They de- 
light in the worship, not the worshipper, 
and are most selfish when they seem to 
sacrifice themselves. 

These truths were not new, but De- 
metrius had never been so well dispos- 
ed to hear them. When he reviewed 
the past, he could not avoid confessing 
to his own heart, that all the errors he 
had choser to aseribe to the Empress 
Catherine’s attractions, had been insti- 
gated by self-love or ambition. And 
when he remembered his pupil's first 
question, he felt that pleasure, if it was 


modest elegance of the folds which en- 
velope it. Perhaps those mysterious 
folds render it the best emblem of that 


_ beauty which always decays when fully 


displayed. 

The third year of the supposed Iwan’s 
imprisonment ended without detection, 
or any change, except in the governor 
himself. His visits became shorter and 
‘less frequent; his conversation vague 
and reserved. Alexis endeavored to 
requite his former kindness by unwea- 
ried efforts to amuse him, but his pencil 
and flageolet obtained no regard: and 
his indirect request for farther aid in 
the studies he had begun, was almost 
petulantly chidden. During one of 
these brief and cheerless visits, Alexis 
said, * You bave made me a musician 
and a painter; and if you had found 
talents, would have raised me into a 
politician and a philosopher: but in 
one science I wasa_ proficient with- 
out your aid.” In what?” asked the 
governor, starting from a fit of gloomy 
abstraetion. “In physiognomy,” 
replied Alexis, “ or I should not have 
trusted your promise in the woodman’s 
hut, nor your honour now, when it is so 








indeed the privileged purpose of his 


existence, had been misunderstoed or | 
unsucessfully pursued. More willing to | 
prejudice Alexis than to confess his 


own mistakes, he gave him long and 
vehement cautions against the selfish- 
ness, frivolity, and deceit of women, to 
whom he attributed all the intrigues of 
courts and the perplexities of statesmen, 
Alexis treasured his precepts with grate- 
ful attention, though the first motive of 
the Count’s conduct had been self-in- 
terest. But the affection which grew 
in Demetrius for his prisoner shewed 
how naturally men love whatever proves 
and acknowledges their superiority.— 
The usual bland and beneficent influ- 
ence of such affections gradually recal- 
Jed the festivity of his temper and the 
gentler graces of his manners. He saw 
in the improved talents of the young 
forester something which he prized, be- 
cause it seemed his own creation; and 
admired the native simplicity of his 
character as men admire the rose, not 


strongly assailed."—The Count’s fixed 
eye expressed the deepest conscious- 
ness and surprise, while Alexis added, 
‘* Hear the extent of my science !|—You 
have another prisoner in this fortress. 
Your secret instructions are to keep her 
unseen by your garrison, and to gait 
her confidence by every possible blan- 
dishment. Above all, you are required 
to prevent Prince Iwan from discover- 
ing that the Princess Sophia, his only 
sister, is an inmate here.”—* There are 
traitets ia my garrison, then !” replied 
the governor, sternly.—* Several, my 
lord !---but the greatest, perbaps, is your 
own heart. Dare you be convinced ? 
It requires great courage or great 
ski to undeceive self-love, and still 
greater courage to be undeceived. But 
Alexis was right when he estimated his 
friend’s,candour by his own, and expect 
ed the most difficult and generous con- 
cession. ‘I'he Count gave him his han 
as he answered --* You are right: the 
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merely for its delicate glow, but for the 





Princess Sophia was brought here % 
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months sivce by the agents of her bro- 
ther’s enemy, who knows that her pre- 
tensions may be dangerous. But though 
I no longer love the empress, I am her 
faithful officer, and I demand the source 
of your information. Sbhew me the er- 
rors of my judgment, and it will be no 
pain to correct them.” 

Alexis smiled as he pointed to a cur- 
tained recess in his prison, and request- 
ed Demetrius to conceal himself behind 
it. After a very short interval of pro- 
found silence, the doorof which Deme- 
trius believed be possessed the only 
master key, was gently opened, and a 
female entered muffled in a long dark 
cloak, and disguised by a mask exactly 
resembling Alexis, who met his visitor 
with a gracious air.---* Ah, prince !” 
said a most enchanting voice, “ how 
strange that misery should have so few 
friends! I have tried all the influence 
of smiles and flattery on your goaler, 
but he will not connive at your escape. 
Let us have patience, however, and his 
blind zeal will defeat itself. For your 
sake I act the part of a captive princess, 
and in due time he shall find I can res- 
cue a prince.”---* For what purpose,” 
replied Alexis, “ do you cover your fair 
face with an imitation of one so inferi- 
or ?”’--- Speak low and listen! Men- 
zikoff, your adherent, comes to-night 
with a troop of horse to surprise the 
fortress. ‘This cloak and vest, exactly 
resembling yours, and this waxen mask 
laid skilfully on your pillow, will deceive 
the governor when he looks in at mid- 
night ; and now while the bribed senti- 
nel keeps watch, we can escape toge- 
ther.”--- Not to-night, woman.!? ex- 
claimed Alexis, suddenly winding his 
hand in her long black hair---“ the 
count has had his sealed instructions, 
and you have your’s. Youare no prin- 
cess, no friend of the House of Meck- 
lenbergh : your trade is a courtezan’s--- 
you came herea spy, deputed to ensnare 
& betray the governor by claiming ‘his 
compassion as an injured prisoner.” 

The beautiful culprit fell on her 
knees—-“ Pardon me, prince !---I never 
hoped to deceive you by personating 
your sister, for I knew you could not 
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paused in complicated agonies, 


fail, when you saw me, to detect the 
difference in our persons. But believe 
me, I am not so guilty as to be without 
remorse. I was sent here by the Em- 
press, who suspects Demetrius---I came 
with the escort of a state prisoner, and 
he believes me an unfortunate princess 
whom he ought to respect and con- 
sole.”---* And you, wretch !” interrupt- 
ed Alexis, “ you design to throw him 
on a scaffold by contriving my escape.” 
--- No, I swear !---had he been ready 
to gain what he believed the favour of 
a princess, or proud of his power to in- 
sult a prisener, I should have ruined 
him without regret, and laughed at the 
easiness of the task. But his faith has 
been so loyal, and his trust in me so 
generous, that I have resolved to save 
you both. I have been often loved, but 
never respected before, and it has taught 
me to respect myself.” Then freeing 
her hand from the failing grasp of A- 
lexis, she threw open his prison-door, 
and fled towards the outlet, where 
means of escape were well provided. 
But Alexis disdained to follow a woman 
who would have known him to be an 
impostor if she had not been one herself. 

During this strange conference, the 
governor departed from the curtained 
recess through a door known only to 
himself, and, assembling his most faith- 
ful officers, gave strict and skilful or- 
ders to guard every point of the fortress. 
A chosen troop was detached to watch 
the subterranean entrance; and before 
these precautions were completed, they 
were justified by Menzikoff’s approach. 
He came at the head of a well-armed 
battalion, and demanded his prince, 
Iwan of Mechlenburgh. The governor 
His 
secret orders from the empress con- 
tained a warrant for Iwan’s instant ex- 
ecution, if a rescue should be attempt- 
ed. He couldjnot disobey these or- 
ders without forfeiting his awn life, nor 
execute them unless he sacrificed his 
preserver. Only one expedient remain- 
ed——he might release the supposed 
Iwan through a seeret gate, and perish 
himself in defending the fortress. Thus, 


| at least, he could die unstained with 
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murder, & unsuspected of treason : and 
he hastily descended towards the prison- | 
vaults to bid Alexis farewell. A man, 
standing at their entrance sprang for- | 
ward to meet him. It was Iwan him- 
self!-- Demetrius!” he exclaimed, “1 
know all. Take back your prisoner--- 
you have been »  enerous enemy, and 
your life shall not be endangered. The 
innocent must not perish in my stead.” 
#-Surprise, gratitude, and anguish, ren- 


dered the Count dumb, but only for an || 


instant---“ None shall perish!” he sud- 
denly replied--- a blessed thought vi- 
sits me---and rushing into the prison- 
chamber. he seized the vest, cloak, and 
waxen mask brought to represent Iwan. 
A soldier killed by a random musquet- 
shot lay on the ramparts. 
the darkness of night, the governor 
wrapped him in the royal mantle, and 
covered his face with the beautiful 
mask and glossy ringlets attached to it. 


Then summoning his guards, and wav- |) 


ing a signal-flag op the turret---‘* Men- |, 
zikoff!” he said, through a trumpet--- 
* behold your prince !”-—The bleeding 
body and lifeless face were exposed to 
the assembly ; and Menzikoff, believing 
his treacherous purpose fulfilled, dis- 
missed the troop whose assault had fur- 
nished a pretext for Iwan’s death. The 
garrison reposed on their arms, and the 
governor returned ence more to his}, 
private chamber, where the prince 4 
waited him. “ Prince!—your life is}, 
saved, & my task here is finished. You 
are my prisoner only till to morrow, 
when I shall have resigned all the of- 
fices and honours bestowed on me by a 
sovereign I have served too long. 


fortress, and to promise peace with the 
empress, whom I will not betray, though 
she has not recompensed me.” 

“ Russia will never hear of my exist- 
ence,” replied Iwang “a monk’s cow! |! 
sits easier than a crown: but you sball 
not depart unrecompensed. My sister, 
the true Princess of Mechlenburgh, és in 
this fortress. Her bold and generous 
spirit tempted her to aid your Cossack 
in contriving my escape, and she has 
been my representative top long. Her 


Favored by |, 


only ask, you to accompany me from this | 


— 
_ 


danger determined me to return; for 
I knew the purport of your secret or- 
ders. The lovély and deceitful minion 

; sent to allure you, is an imposter ; j and 
you will find my sister in Alexis,” 


The sequel requires few words. Be- 
fore the lapse of another day, the go- 
vernor of Schlusselburgh surrendered 
all his appointments, and with only his 
own small wealth, retired under a feign- 
ed name to Italy. There he received 
‘the sister of Lwan, and his blessing as a 
brother and a priest, at the altar of « 
monastery, where the prince ended his 
days in peace and obscurity. Deme- 
trius spent a longer and more useful 
life with the Princess Sophia, whom 
‘he loved to call Alexia, while she de- 





lighted in remembering by what gentle 
devices his affection had beeh fixed on 
her in the simple forester’s garb she had 
first assumed to aid her brother, She 
lived to hear him confess of what cou- 
‘rage, fidelity, and self-sacrifice a woman 
may be capable, and to discover that 
'men have few .aults which cannot be 
| ameliorated by her influence.—Europe- 
;an Magazine. i 


| 
MORAL SENTIMENTS. 


Whatever the mind adheres to as 
‘truth, and which is not really so, is an 
‘idol: accordingly in the work-shop of 
| the imagination, as the mind approaches 
| pure worship, it is easy for it to mis- 
'take its own conceptions for the object; 
and in consequence, to substitute self- 
exertions for the product of the Divine 
influence, without which, devotion is 
‘lifeless and formal. 











It is wisely ordered, that neither na- 
tions nor individuals can deteriorate 
each other, without injuring themselves; 
nor promote the welfare of others, with- 
,out partaking of the benefit conferred. 





——- 


Faith, it is ‘said, comes by hearing, 
but that can only be as the speaker is 
himself endued with it:--to think of 
exciting it in others, when we have it 
not in ourselves, is like trying by ong 
/unlighted candle to light anothey, 
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SONG 
OF MORAV THE PERSIAN. 


‘Tis not in Fancy’s maze he wander’d long, | 
But stoop’d to Truth,and moraliz’d his song. 
POPE. 


Vain are the enehantments of fancy 
and the effusions of genius, uoless they 
tend to meliorate the heart or illumine 
the miod. The rose not only captivates 
by its beauties, but is estimable for its 
virtues. In forming a garland of flowers, 
something more precicus than fragrance 
of smell and richness of teints is to be 
regarded: the lovely should be always 
blended with the useful ; the senses 
should be recreated by something that 
willimprove them. Poison sometimes 
lurks under the sweetest attractions ; 
and judgment ought with nice discrim- 
ination to separate between the delete- 
rious and the innocent. 

Moras, the enthusiastic votary of the 
poet ef Shiraz, though he strung his 
harp to morals alone, sought the tomb 
ofhis patron to muse, dyriag the season 
ofblossoms and of fragrance.The daugh- 
ters of his country were dancing round 
him, on the banks of the erystal Rok- 
nabad, or were solacing themselves in 
ihe delicious bowers of Rosellay. The 
sage was jnspired by their beauty: he 
waked from the torpor of age, and re- 
called the days when he was young.He 
waved his hand, and they crowded 
ruund him; he oped his lips, and atten- 
tion sat on their eye-lids. 


Sone of Moray the Pegsian. 


sweeter than the rose that sheds per- 
fume on the tomb of Hafez, whose eyes 
oulshine the dewy gems of the morn- 
ing, and whose bloom is bright as the 
hours, list to the strains of Morav, and 
Jet your hearts drink his words ; so 
shall your beauties be proionged beyond 
the mortal date, and time strive in vain 
to rob you of a single grace. 

“ Why runs the stream of Roknabad 
With unsullied clearness ? Why will the 
groves of Rosellay for ever charm ? It 
is, because they are immortalized by 


“ Damsels of Shiraz, whose breath is |! 


beauties are embalmed in the lays of 
Hafez*, and fancy delights to contem- 
plate them in all their original purity 
and perfection. The stream may in- 
deed become turbid by autumnal rains, 
the groves may wither at the approach 
of the winter of age ; but we suffer not 
ourselves to see the change ; we ope 
the poet’s page, and the lapse of years 
presents them the same ; the vicissitudes 
of chance and time are no more, 

“ Lovely daughters of Shiraz, do ye 
not mark the moral of my strain? The 
fame once acquired is never lost ; the 
_ praise of early virtue is eternal. Though 
| ye now weave the dance of harmony 
| with the rapid motion of light, though 
| the music of your tongues is the echo 
_ of the melody of the sphere, and your 
| forms recal the favourites of the pro- 
| phet; yet a period must come, when 
_ the step will faulter, the voice lose its 
| tone, and the face wear the furrows of 
| time. What is mortal must await the 
jot of mortality ; but is there no means 
of suspending its doom, or averting its 
power ¢ Yes !—Mind is not subject to 
the revolutions of time: the qualities 
of the soul are not obscured by age. 

* Damsels of Shiraz! I see you list- 
en to the song of Moray. I paint no vo- 
, juptuous scenes to inflame the natural 
ardour of youth ; nor shall my yoice 











* The mausoleum of Hafez, the most re- 
, nowned poet of Persia, stands about two 
' miles from the walls of Shi ina garden 
, shaded by some of the finest'Cypresses that 
ever waved their tops. It is of extraordinary 
_ size and beauty, and op its sides are inscrib- 
, ed some lines from the poet’s works, while 
_ its top is decorated with a beautiful copy of 
| the whole.—During the spring and summer, 
the inhabitants resort thither, and join in 
exercise or amusement, or make frequent 
libations of the delicious wine of that pro- 
vince tothe memory of their favourite bard, 
while the repetition of his finest verses gives 
an enthusiasm to their delight Here the 

rincipal youths of the city of Shiraz assem- 
Bie. to contemplate the beauties of nature 
and to read the lays of Hafez, who is never 
mentioned without veneration. Close by the 
garden, in which his tomb is erected, lows 
the stream of Roknabad, and in the vicinity 
is the bower of Rosellay. 





virtue and genius: it is, because their 








See Franklin’s Tour from Bengal to Pergia. 
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throw a gloom over innocent delights. | 
To perpetuate your reign is the object | 
of your poet’slay. Let joy sparkle in 
your eyes and throb at your breasts ; 
nor think it a crime to be gay. Let 
ooo mix its cup, nor push away the 

and that offers it; but sip the delicious 
draught with caution. Its surface is 
nectar, but poison lurks at the bottom. 
How many have drained it to the dregs 
at once, and for ever lost the relish of 
enjoyment! Innocence thinks not of the 
danger of intoxication, till the fiat of 
Destiny arrests its course Observe with 
watchful eye the ingredients of which 
the balmy bowl of pleasure is composed, 
and dash it from your lips before it can 
pall on the taste; so will temperate 
Tepetition be sweet, nor purity of soul 
be sunk in the stupor of sense. 

“ Weave the chaplet of delight to 
crown the brow of youth, bui mix with 
it the perennial flowers that will bloom 
in the days of age. Spring and summer 
are prolific of spontaneous shade, to 
screen from the rays of the sun, but 
the prudent rear the stately, solemn 
cypress, not only to diversify the pros- 
pect, but to sheltey them from the cold. 
Thus the gay dreams of hope and the 
vivid taste for enjoyment, spring un- 
sought in the early period of life ; but 
to prolong their stay, or to provide a 
substitute for their loss, some qualities 
must be cultivated along with them, 
which are more permanent in their beau- 
ty and duration. 

«* Damsels of Shiraz, hear! Though 
love lights your eyes, and peace attends 
your steps, if the mind is left a blank, 
or if it is suffered to be over-run with 
the weeds of error, your influence will 
be more frail than your charms. Who 
is she that maintains her empire to the 
Jast, and is the more beloved the longer 
she is known, but th® woman who has 
said to Wisdom—Thou shalt be my 
guide,—and has taken pains to embel- 
lish it, by the blending attractions of 
good-humour, meekness, benevolence, 
and discretion! Not half so captivating. 
to the senses is the spicy gale that blows | 
over the blooming gardens of our native 
¢ity ; not half so sweet ave the magic 








ee 


numbers of Hafez, as the face of beau- 
ty, illumined with the smiles of good- 
nature,—-the pure soul of benevolence 
and sensibility emanating its lustre in 
the duties of female life. 

“ Virgins of Shiraz! do your hearts 
pant for the bliss of reciprocal endear- 
ment? Js it your dream by night and 
study bv day to render yourselves lovely 
and beloved ? Know that on yourselves 
it must depend, whether your vows will 
be heard, and your hopes realized. Man 
may be the temporary slave of your 
charms, but he will only be durably at- 
tached to your virtues, You were form- 
ed to strew roses round his steps, and 
shed sunshine on his head ; and if you 
plant the thora in his way, or glvom his 
prospect with the tenebration of ill-hu- 
mour, he will tear you from his heart 
with contempt, and triumph over your 
ineffectual malice, or your perverse fol- 
ly. Instead of being your friend, he will 
thus become your tyrant ; and the soft 
sighs of love, which are best adapted to 
your tender ears, will be changed to 
the voice of hatred, and the frown of 
defiance. 

“ Damsels of Shiraz! estimate the 
extent of the feminvine powers, and use 
them with discretion. Seek not for 
sensual admiration, nor waste a sigh on 
the frivolous and the vain. Let modesty 
beam in your eyes, and honour sit en- 
throned on your bosoms. If the incense 
of adulation should be offered up, even 
on the bended knee, Ict not its fumes 
intoxicate the sense ; if friendship should 
venture to whisper foibles which are 
endeared to you by habit, let not its 
breath give offence, nor its suggestions 
pass unnoticed like the transient breeze, 
that just moves the top of the cypress, 
and then is felt no more. 

“ Lovely daughters of Shiraz ! Mor- 
av pours forth the fervent prayer for 
your bliss. His monitory strains, for 
whieh you have suspended the dance 
and the song, are the test of his faith- 
ful regard. They boast no fascination to 
delude the mind ; under them lurks no 
poison to taint the frame. Bear away 
the tenor of his lay with you, and re- 
cal it when you sit :ctired in the harem, 
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that it may be familiar when you come / 
in contact with the world. The max- | 
ims of virtue are the mental mirror ; | 
but they not only reflvet images,—they | 
embody the representations of truth, | 

* Damsels of Shiraz! though the | 
heart of Morav is notinsensible to your | 
charms, it has long ceased to pay home | 
age to beauty, when destitute of senti- 
ment. It throbs to see the angelic form | 
robed in the parity of virtue. His voice 
does not invite the fair to drench reason | 
in the oblivious draughts of pleasure, | 
but to Jay the basis of pleasure on the | 
exercise of reason. If one who now | 
listens becomes the better or the hap-| 
pier fur his lays, the stream of Roknabed | 
shall roll his fame to other lands, and 
the prophet reward his toils. Flow, 
gentle stream, with sweeter cadence ; 
for on your banks the lovely maids of 
Shiraz have designed to smile approba- 
tion on Morav !” 


THE MIDNIGHT BELL; 
A FRAGMENT. 








#RHEREX 6 Woar can it mean then ?” 
said a venerable old man, one wister’s 
hight, peeping forth from his humble 
cottage, and speaking to his next neigh- 
bour. “‘ If there is nota fire,why should 
we be thus disturbed at midnight by that 
bell? It has not been once rung, these 
seven years ; and then, if you remem- 
ber, farmer Rackstraw’s barns were de- 
Stroyed by lightning.” 

Here old Jasper had touched on a 
string that called forth the tears of his 
neighbour Hubert. “ Aye, neighbour !” 

e cried—*“ I do indeed remember it ; 
for, on the morning of that day, my 
Poor son was tempted from me by some 
soldiers ; and I was left alone in my 
old age, the victim of his ingratitude. 
But your goodness, Jasper, and that of 
your old dame, has kept me from ab- 
Solute despair ; and I still drag on my 
miserable existence, if not in comfort, 
at least in peace : and, when I pray to 
the God of all guodness, my tears con- 


) the church was in sight. 





Stantly flow at poor Edward’s name, 


Which I never fail to send, in a contrite | 


Whisper, to the throne of mercy.” 


Here the fire-bell rang again; and 
the villagers began to flock together 
about old Jasper’s door, who, as well as 
old Hubert, was considered as a sort of 
patriarch among them. A consultation 
was now held; for itappeareda matter 
of moment. No fire was to be seen : 
the bell occasionally rang ; and the 
question was, who it could be, that rang 
it? ‘The situation of the bell was un- 
der ashed at the entrance of the church- 
yard, which was at some distance from 
their habitations ; and semething very 
like terror bad taken possession of ma- 
ny of the young lads of the village :— 
superstition, that hydra, though most 
of its heads are gone, has still sufficient 
influence upoo Te ignorant mind, to 
make it shudder at the idea of enter- 
ing a church-yard at midnight. At 
length the villagers agreed to go ina 
body, provided that Jasper and Hubert 
headed them. This theydid ; andthe 
procession moved boldly forward, till 
Here, some 
more cowardly than the rest, advised a 
retreat till day-light. 

“ For shame !” cried old Jasper“ for 
shame ! Now that I am come so far, 
even if I go the rest of the way alone, 
I willsee what it is that occasions this 
disturbance. You will not desert me, 
Hubert, I am sure; fer who knows but 
it may be some fellow-creature in dis- 
tress ? Some benighted traveller ? Some 
Bui come on? and we shall soon 
ascertain it.” 

Most of them now cheerfully advane- 
ed: there was so much of probability 
in old Jasper’s idea, that even the cow- 
ards began to think as he did. The 
shed soon appeared, as they turned the 
corner of the wall; and the mystery 
was vow cleared up. On the ground, 
just under the bell-rope, was discover- 
ed a human being,but so miserably clad 
in offensive rags,that the sex was almest 
deubtful. It was evident, that, who- 
ever or whatever it was, night and fa- 
tigue had conspired to bring the wan- 
derer to that spot ; and as a last resort 
the shed had offered itself as a shelter, 








- the bell, as an alarm to the village. 
It seeysed to be a man; and several 


I 








‘first home ; but worn down hy fatigue 
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ofthe young men had already lifted him 
up, senseless as he was, when in an in- 
stant the lantern which poor Hubert 
held, dropped from his trembling grasp, 
and he fell to the ground.—It was his 
son !—Trapanned by some soldiers,the 
young man had enlisted, had suught the 
jJand of our enemies, had _ bravely 
fought against them, and, with his com- 
rades in arms, returned unhurt to his 
native shore. Soon after his arrival an 
accidental but serious burt had disabled 
him, and he was discharged. Being 
deprived by this event of the usual 
bounty of his country, he had sought a 
miserable subsistence from begging ; 
had become wretched, ragged and dis- 
exsed ; and endeavored to reach his 


and pain, his imbs could bear him 
no further. Behold him now in 
the cottage of his aged parents; see 
the tear-drop standing in the venerable 
old man’s eye ! it trickles o’er his fur- 
rowed cheek: he presses his unfortu- 
nate son to his breast. May they 
yet be happy. 


TT TS 
TWO YOUNG PRINCESSES 


TAKING THE VEIL AT NAPLES. 








My letter being detained till to-day, 
TI cannot help adding a few lines, to de- 
scribe to you ascene which I have been 
witness to this morning, that I think, of 
all others, is one of the most affecting 
in the world—two princesses taking the 
veil! They were two sisters ; the name 
of the ene Marianna,and the other Fran- 
eisca ; the former about nineteen years 
of age, the latter about one and twenty. 
The church was prepared and decorat- 
ed in the most superb manner, for the 
occasion ; all the chapels lighted with 


large white tapers, and the high altar | 


covered with images and chandeliers of 
massy silver. The first nobility io Na- 
ples, the foreign ambassadors, and a 
great crowd of people of fashion, were 
present. Every body was in a full dress, 
and many of the dresses were as bril- 
liant as ever graced a ball room at St. 
James. Some of the ladies had actually 


Abvut eleven o'clock, the princesses 
entered, the music playing inthe grand- 
est manner as they walked along the 
church. They passed up the principal 
aisle to the altar, so that every ene had 
a full view ofthem. They were dress- 
ed with the utmost magnificepce, in 
white satin robes, with long trajns,which 
were borne by the servants of their 
family, in the richest liveries. They 

were eaeh of them attended by two 

beautiful young girls, dressed in the 

most costly manner. Beside the altar, 

were sofas of crimson velvet prepared 
for them, on which themselves, and 
their friends, were seated, the rest of 
the company all standing round. ‘The 
ceremony then commenced, by the 
consecration of the habits they were 
going to assume by the Cardinal When 
this was finished, each of them took in 
her left hand a cross, and in her righta 
lighted taper, and knelt down at the feet 
of the Cardinal, who read something to 
them, which T could not altogether un- 
derstand, Whilst this was performing, 
I very fortunatety got a place, imme- 
diately behind them. Marianna, who 
was the youngest, turned round once, 
and smiled, whilst her eyes were, at the 

same time, wet with tears, and spoke 
too feelingly the anguish of her heart, 
Unhappy girl! she was an unwillio 

victim ; she looked excessjvely pale “a 
sickly. Her sister, on the contrary, who 
had long wished to assume the vestal 
character, appeared extremely cheerful 
and gay. ‘hey each of them had most 
beautiful bair, and a great deal of it. Og 
their heads they wore large plumes of 
white feathers, which projected so low, 
that whilst they were kneeling to the 
Cardinal, we expected every moment 
they would have caught fire, from the 
tapers held in their hands. After the 
ceremony at the altar was finished,they 
each of them, with a cross in one hand, 
and ataper in the other, proceeded 
again down the church, to return DO 
more, for ever ! This consideration made 
my heart sink within me! The cere- 
mony, however, was not finished—io- 








bouquets of diamonds. 


began. They had passed round the 


{| 


deed the most affecting part of it now 
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ghurch, and presented themselves at 
the grate of the convent, on the oppo- 
site side of the altar, A small door in 
the grating war opened, and each of 
them, alternately, bowed their heads 
to the Cardinal, whe eut off their hair ; 


ANECDOTE OF JACK SHEPPARD, 


When this youth was re-confined ia 
Newgate, after an escape from thence, 
one of the turnkeys observed that the 
prisoner had been tampering with his 
fetters : ‘ Young man, said he, I find 





then the nuns, who were all standing, 
round, took off their elegant cloaths, | 
and put on them the habits of their or- 
der. Unfortunately, we could obtain but | 
avery imperfect view of this scene,from | 
the cirrumstance of the bars being so) 
large and clumsy. 

After the ceremony was finished, | 
they came in their new habits to the | 
grate, and their friends presented us to | 
them. I now got quite close, and had | 
a full and complete sight ofall the nuns. 
There were some of the loveliest young 
women amongst them I eversaw ; they 
howed to us, and appeared, many of 
them, very desirous of seeing the com- 
pany ; one sweet girlin particular, who 
seemed to be not more than fifteen or 
sixteen, discovered uncommon eager- 
ness. She stayed behind the rest, and 
turned’ her eyes towards the grating, | 
with looks that betrayed some lingering 
desires for the world. The. whole of 
the ceremony lasted about three hours, 

I much wish, my friend, you had 
been with me, for although a very af- 
feeting scene, and such as drew tears 
fram many of my countrymen,who were 
standing round, yet it was certainly one 
ofthe most interesting and magnificent 
lever remember to have been a spec- || 
fator of ——Skeiches of a late Tour. 
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VARIETY. 


+ Oe 


Whena Pun is nothing more thana play 
‘pon words violently fitted to a resem- 
blance, it is unquestionably disgusting. 
When it is neat and unforced, it excites 
that pleasure which ever results from 
the sudden sight of common objects 
Placed in a situation of unexpected 
gaiety, When it was observed by a 
fave critic, that the Moon, in the tra- 
gedy of Douglass, did not more, one of 
the audience pleasantly avswered, that 


what you have been at: but the case 
stands thus between us. it is your bu- 
sinesss to get out, if you can, and it is 
mine to prevent it.? Jack replied, 
* then let us both mind our business.” 
+ Ore 
A peasant being at confession, accus- 
ed himself of having stolen some hay 
—The father confessor asked him how 
many bundles he had taken from the 
stack ?—* That igof no consequence,” 
replied the peat, “ you may set it 
down a Waggon load, for my wife and I 
are going to fetch the remainder very 
soon.” 
——- Oe 


A lady of rank, and somewhat ad- 
vanced in years, had long supported a 
friendship of the most intimate nature 
with a gentleman of but slender fortune, 
to whom, at herdecease, she bequeath- 
ed a very hendsome estate, which how- 
ever became a subject of litigation with 
a niece, the heir at law to the deceased: 
but a decree was at length given in fa- 
vour of the gentleman, to whom the 
riece ironically observed, “ that he had 
got a very good esiate at a very easy 
purchase.” True, madam,” replied 
the fortunate defendant, “ and since 
you know what it cost me, I beg leave 
to offer it to you at the same price.” 


ee ee 


It has been observed that “ Providence 
has wisely ordained that the more nu- 
merous men are, the more difficult it 
is for them to agree in any thing; hence 
they are easily governed.” There is no 
doubt, that if the poor should reason, 


* We'll be the poor no longer, we'll 


make the rich take their turn,” they 
could easily do it, were it not that they 
can’t agree. So the common soldiers, 
though so much more numerous than 
their officers, are governed by them for 








being made of paper, it was certainly 
stationary. : 


the some reason. 
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For soon on the lap of her glories reclining, 


Seat of the Muses. The summer departed, and I was not there. 


S16 














But though disappointment has triumph'd 
thus long, 

While hope is existing lil never despair ; 
For still, in the joy of my heart, F exclaim, 


OI do love thine eye of blue, 
Thus softly mild, thus mildly bright ; Ere Ceres has faled, O I will be there. 


Afd yet I cannot bear to view 
That frown, which ev'n hope doth blight. 


For the Ladies’ Weekly Museum. 





TO 


But should any ill demon step over my 
path, 
When first I gaz’d—O moment sweet ! Away with forebodings of sorrow and care: 
Methought thy breast was mercy’s throne, || Unwelcome intruders, they come when they 
Where faithful lové would pity meet— will, 
That pity soothe this bosom lone, But should Fate not oppose me, I'll surely 
be there. ELLA, 


—()- 


But thou art false—thy heart is cold, 
For the Ladies’ Weekly Museum. 


Yea, cold as Zemffft’s frozen clime, 
Whose barren shores with ice enroll’d —_— 
ODE. 


‘” Ne’er wak’d the sopl to aught sublime. 
SHALL a Vain worm, self-styled wise, 


Yet I have lov’d—yes, lov’d too well, Presume to scan the unknown ways 


And still would love tho’ hope has fled ; || Of Him who wields the lofty spheres, 
But thy indiff rence says farewell, And guides them thro’ an unseen maze ? ! 
And chills the tears that love would shed. 1 
Shall he demand why seasons change ? 
And I have done—for vain’s the strife Why winter’s piercing tempests blow? s 
With tears to thaw thy frozen breast : Why time destroys the bloom of youth ; ( 
50 fare thee well—but may thy life Or lays his noble species low ? | 
Be calm and bright as mine’s unblest. ) 0 
ALBERT. Shall he investigate the cause 
—o— Why pigmy empires rise and fall ? F 
For the Ladies’ Weekly Museum. Or why oblivion’s darksome gulf T. 
— Involves and hides the works of all ? 
LINES . ¥ 
To Mrs. E. D****x, Rather in dumb submission bow, 
' rons tant ; Nor aim at things he cannot scan; 
On! gia w invited, my heart gave as- Sieg: the mighty pow'r of God," ‘ 
The present, and past, was unclouded and And frailty of the race of man. | 
fair, A. STRONG. M: 
No thought of the future, of “ evil to come,” || Durham, (N.Y) May 1st, 1817. me 
sis . 


How gaily 1 promis’d, in May I'd be there ! 
E I ATURE. 

The pencil of Fancy the picture design’d, 2 “ot rae, a 

The colouring by Hope was too brilliant || O# ' Why did you bid me awake 
and fair ; My song from its amorous dream ? 

May came, and she pass’d, and the sum. || Ob ! why do you wish me to make 
mer’s gay wreath The beauties of nature my theme? 

Encircled her tomb, and yet I was not there. 

fi ‘ That the purest emotions I know 

Months came in succession, with sorrow I At the brightness of morning, believe ; 

saw And dearer, still dearer, the glow 


That the vision I lov’ was dissolving in air, ) Of summer’s voluptuous eve. 
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Yet the landscape may pall on the sight, 
Its hues us you gaze melt away, 

They are veil’d in the gtoom of the night, 
At the coid touch of winter decay. 


What charm like Affection’s first sigh, 

Can the soft breath of summer impart ? 
What light like the beam of the eye, 

When confessing the warmth of tlie heart ? 


No, Mira, the bloom of the soul 
]s nipp’d by no change of the weather ; 
Unheeded the seasons may roll, 
Till we sink to Elysium together ! 
--0— 
A FLOWER GROWING ON A 
HIGH HILL. 


Lone mountain flower! tho’ here forlorn 
Thy modest beauties bloom, 


ON SEEING 








Here mid zria! tempests born, 

The mountain’s bosom to adorn, 
Unconscious of thy doom : 

Saa Augpmn: s wind with sullen scormy 
Will sweep thee to thy tomb. M, 


,* 


O envied flower! nor pain nor woe, 
Can waste thy form away ; 

From thee no tears of sorrow flow, 

Thy simple breast can never know 
Thy beauties must decay ; 

You smile with sweet vermilion glow, 
And bless the golden day. 


Long may’st thou gem the mountain’s breast, 
A peaceful hermit there ; 

May thee no beating winds molest, 

Nor envious night with dews unblest, 
Pollute the hallowed air ; 

But the sweet breezes of the west, 
Their purest offerings bear. 


But shouldst thou meet my roving eye 
When summer’s bloom is past ; 

Thy form all shrivell’d, sear and dry, 

Will make a solitary sigh 
To mourn November’s blast ; 

To think how soon the flower must lie 
On winter’s mercy cast. 


Farewell, thou lonely mountain flower, 
An emblem thou to me ; 
Sleep not in hope’s elysian bower, 











Nor trust to time’s uncertain power, 





Though soothing it may be ;— —, 
Another unregarded hour, 
May meet Eternity. 
—o— 


MELANCHOLY. 


BY R.S COFFIN. 

Sur dwells by a stream where the cypress 
and willow 

Are gem’d with the tears that fall from her 
eye ; 

The earth is her bed and the flint stone her 
pillow, 

Midnight her mantle, her curtain the sky. 


Her cell is a cave, @ere the beam of morn- 
Ing 

Ne’er piere’d the chill gloom of its wilder- 

ingy’maze ; 

‘the sunshine of joy; youth’s visage 

adorning, 

Ne’er warm’d with its fire or cheer’d with 
its rays. 


The moon is her lamp when the mist-man- 


He tled mountain 


She clambers at midnight, and walks o’er 
its steep, 
leans on the rock of a crystaline foun- 
tain, 
And sighs to the tempest that howls o’er the 
deep. 


Her tresses are dark asthe wing of the 
raven, 

Her robes are all wet, and her bosom is 
bare ; 

Like a barque onthe waves, ’mid the whirl- 
winds of heaven, 

She wanders distracted, or sifks in despair, 


—o— 


LINES. 
Ou! sacred star of evening ! tell 
In what unseen, celestial sphere, 
Those spirits of the perfect dwell, 
Too pure to rest in sadness here ! 


Roam they the chrystal fields of light 
O’er paths alone by angels trod ? 
Their robes with heavenly lustre bright, 
Their home—the Paradise of God ? | 
Soul of the just! and canst thou soar . | 
Amidst those radiart spheres sublime, | 


J 
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Where countless hosts of heaven adore, 
Thro’ the unbounded march of time ; 


And canst thou join the sacred choir, 
Through heaven’s high dome the strain 
to raise ; 
Where seraphs strike the golden lyre 
In ever-during fotes of praise ? 


Oh! who could heed the chilling blast 
That blows o’er time’s eventful sea, 

If doom’ to hail, those perils past, 
The bright wave of eternity ? 


And who the sorrows would not bear 

Of such a transient rid as this, 
When hope displays, beyond its care, 

So fair an entrance into bliss ! 
TS LT EA CET TE 








NEW-YORK, n 
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 13, 1817. 
— pee srt as 
Intelligence. 
Or te 


THE WONDERFUL SEA SERPENT. 


In addition to the information ae! 


the appearance of the sea-serpent i 
the waters of New-England, has lately 
brought to light, we are enabled, by the 
politeness of Dr. Mitchill, to add the 
following interesting particulars, for the 
amusement of our readers,---E. Post. 


Copy of a letter addressed to Dr. Mitchi!l 
by our late consul at Bourdeaux, now in 
the treasury department, Wm. Lee, esq. 


“ Washington, September 2, 1817. 


“ My dear Sir---The description giv- 
en in our newspapers of a sea-serpent, 
lately seen for several days in and about 
Cape Ano harbour, has brought to my 
recollection one of this species. 

*“ On a passage I made from Quebec, 
in 1787, in a schooner of about 380 
tons burthen, while standing in for the 
Gut of Canso, the island of Cape Bre- 
ton being about four leagues distant, one 
of the crew cried out “ A shoal ahead!” 
The helm was instantly put down to 
tack ship, when to our great astonish- 
ment, this shoal, as we thought it to be. 
moved off, and as it passed athwart the 


———- 
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bow of our vessel, we discovered it te 
be an enormous sea-serpent, four times 
at least as long as the schooner. Its 
back was of a dark green color, form- 
ing above the water a number of little 
hillocks,resembling a chain of hogsheads. 
I was then but a lad; and being much 
terrified, ran below until the monster was 
at some. distance from us. I did not 
see his head distinctly ; but these who 
did, after | had hid myself in the eabin, 
said it was as large as the small beat of 
Phe schooner. I recollect the tremen- 
dous ripple and noise he made in the 
water, as he went off from us, which 
I compared at the time to that occa- 
sioned by the launching a sbip. 

* My venerable friend Mr. ,of 
your city, was a passenger with me at 
the time. He will corroborate this 
statement, ahd probably furnish you 
with a beter description of this mon- 
ster; for I wéll recollect his taking his 
stand at the bow of the vess@), with 
great courage, to examine it while the 
other passengers were intent only on 
iheir own safety. 

“ At Halifax, and on my return to 
Boston, when frequently describing this 
monster, I was langhed at so inrmoder- 
ately that I foand if necessary to re- 
main silent on the subject, to escape 
the imputation of using a traveller's 
privilege of dealing in the marvellous.” 








Inundations in Switzerland.---Many 
parts of Europe as well as the United 
States, have suffered greatly, during thé 
present season, from heavy and dreneh- 
ing rains. Accounts from Switzerland, 
dated early in July, state that in con- 
sequeuce of the powerful and continu- 
ed rain, the lake of Constance had over- 
flown both its banks, and in some places 
toa great depth. “In some districts 
(says oné account) only the roofs of the 
houses are visible, and the population 
have songht refuge in Marienberg. In 
the City of Constance itself, the Lake 
has spread into the streets.---The Gri- 
sons, the Rhine and the Landquart have 
furiously burst their banks: and in the 
Rinthal the country is coverec with wa 
ter..--Balt. American. 
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A German Female Dwarf, seven and ) ally rapid progress of vegetation.— 


a half years old, aud only one foot and 
eight inches high, has been recently | 
exhibited on the frontiers of France. | 
It is said that she sings and dances well, | 
and answers most intelligently all ques- 


tions put to her.——F'rench pap. 


The body of Madame de Stael has | 
been opened, and this operation has | 
falsified the opinions given by her phy- | 
sicians, In her anatomy they have re- | 
marked the extraordinary dimensions of , 
the brains A cast has been taken of | 
her head.—Paris pap. 


Artificial Windpipé.—A gentleman | 
has lately been nearly suffocated by | 
an inflammation of the upper part of | 
the windpipe, and the operation of | 
bronchotomy, or division of the tube, 
was performed close down to the breast 
bone. A silver tube was introduced 
through the wound, and he*immediate- 
lybreathed with freedom. Such how- 
ever, wa$.the magnitude of the original 
obstruction in the windpipe that he has 
now breathed three months through 
the silver pipe, and there is, as yet, no 
appearance of the natural passage 
becoming free. The tube gives him 
very little uneasiness. He eats, drinks 
aod sleeps as well as in perfect health, 
but voice and speceh are gone.—Phila- 


delphia paper. 


‘Horey Dew—Has been discovered 
“pon the leaves of the elm, and other 
vegetable verdure, in this vicinity. In 
the evening and morning it is found 
most plentifully, and is even perceived 
dropping from the leaves of the trees. 
Itis of a viscid and mucilaginous con 
sistence, and is probably soluble in wa- 
ter, appears to have no smell, but has a 
‘Weet taste not dissimilar to honey.— 
We do not know how this phenomenon 
explained, but are inclined to be of 

€ opinion that the honey dew is a 
Yegetable exhalation, probably never 
discoverable, except in the summer 
months, when the earth is covered with 
the heaviest and the richest verduge. 
4s Appearance, therefore, at this time, 
®, Undoubtedly, owing to the unusu- 
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| The saccharine juice of vegetables may 
: form its redundance, exhale orunite with 


_the atmosphere, and afterwards distil 
| upon the same vegetable. Our land, 
' therefore, literally dows with honey.” 
— Hartford paper. 
a 
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MARRIED, 


By the rev. Dr. Romeyn, the rev. Henry 
Blatch‘ord, to Miss Mary Aun Coit, daugh- 
ter of Elisha Coit, esq all of this city. 

By the rev Henrg Blatchford, Mr. James 
M’Ginnis, to Miss Ann Leadbeater. 

By the rev Mr Lyell,Mr William Baker, 
merchzat.to Miss Harriet Peshine, daughter 
of the late John Peshine, of this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Bork, Mr. Henry Bogert, 
to Miss Cornelia Demarest, eldest daughter 
of the late Peter Demarest. 

By the rev Mr. Schaeffer, Mr. Lewis C. 
Segee, to Miss Louisa Moore, daughter of 
Mr. Baltus Moore, both of this city. 

By the rev. Dr. How, Mr. Thomas Brown- 

ing, to Miss Mary Neville. 
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OBITUARY. 








The City Inspector reports the death of 62 
persons, in this city, during the week end. 
ing the 6th instant. 


DIED 


In the 58th year of his age, capt. William 
Lovett, President of the New-York Firemen 
Insurance Company. 

Mr. Elisha Woodruff, aged 47, 

Leonard Lispenard, esq. 

Miss Mary Lorinda Le Fort, daughter of 
capt. John Le Fort, aged 22. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Graham, wife of Mr. Ro- 
bert Graham, aged 50, 

Mr. Blaze Beujier, a native of France, 
aged 41. 

At Brooklyn Rebecca Moore,daughter of 
the late Lambert Moore, esq. 

At his seat in Green County, Georgia, 
Perer Earvy, late Governor of Georgia, 


In Treland, aged 74, Richard Lovel? Edge- 
worth, esq author of many works, and father 
of Miss Edgeworth. A few days before his 
death he wrote the Preface to ‘* Harinc- 
Ton,” Miss Edgeworth’s (his daughter) 
last work,—just published in this city, by 

Messrs. Van Winkle and Wiley. , 
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ON DUELLING. 


Tue practice of duelling can claim no 
better origin than the times uf Gothic 
ignorance and barbarism,although pride, 
imperious, haughty pride, has tyranuised 
it into custom. 

That natural and Commendable fear, 
which is incorporated in the soul of man, 
and which, in fact, is given to the whole 
animal race, as well to guard as preserve 
life from surrounding dangers, must ap- 
pear to be set at naugift, when Pride’s 
choler shall dream of affront, or when 
her cockatrice egg of honour shall per- 
chance be morusely hatched. 


That a custom approaching so nearly 
to assassimation should have been suf- 
fered so long to prevail, in a civilized 
state, isa matter of real astonishment ; 
but that the necessity of it, for the pre- 
servation of order and good manners, 
should have been soberly tnsisfed on, 
is not only a matter of the grossest in- 
justice ; but, if the subject were less se- 
rious, ove might add, of ridicule tuo ; it 
should be the ebject of justice and hu- 
manity, in every instance, to proportion 
the puoishment to tlre crime. 


Corfection was not intended for the 
innvcent, but for the guilty—duelling 
makes oo distinetion, nor can it diseri 
minate betwee them—it puints ven- 
geance to both, and equally exposeth 
beth to a violent and immediate death. 


The villain who has assaulted the vir- 
tue of a wife or a daughter, and made 
the vilest attacks on character, is allow- 
ed to heal the wound, by giving to the 
injured person and his family, the un 
speakable satisfaction of murdering him 
afterwards with a pistol! Is this brave- 
ry? is this honour? nearly about the 
same as though a mean who had been 
robbed andill-treated by another,should 
presently demand the satisfaction of 
casting lots, which of the two should be 
tarned off at the gallows ! 


To ascertain in some degree how far 
honour is concerned in duels, we must 


our is studded round with all the vir- 
tues of the human soul—and does not 
herd with the debauches of a brothel, 
or the plotters of female ruin—is not ac- 
quainted with the tricks of a gaming-ta- 
ble, nor the squabbles of midnight revel- 
ling—is neither envious, injurious, crue}, 
nor defaming—but abhors them all, and 
will not have her name called in ques- 
tion by any of them: as she is of toa 
high descent, too chaste, and tvo amia- 
ble to be related to the causes, so she 
disdains to acknowledge the conse- 
quences, and too proud to associate 
with their abettors ; but the duellist wilt 
so on to produce a case, where honour, 
and that only, is so aggrieved, and so cir- 
cumstanced,that no suitable redress can 
be had elsewhere, and therefore has re- 
course to the pistol for that satisfaction, 
which neither law nor equity have pro- 
vided for.—If even this were the fact, 
what satisfaction to a reasonable man 
ean a duel afford ? Wi}l it purity #15 cha- 
racter, if contaminated before ?—And 
if it be only for the sake of punishing 
the transgressor,he eannot do that with-. 
out involving himselfin the same correes 
tion, (a fatal one perhaps too ;) and true 
honour does not allow such gross injus- 
tice avd such unprovoked cruelty. It 
is indeed to be lamented and a very se- 
rious reflection it is, cither onthe wis- 
dom, the justice, or the humanity of so- 
ciety, that in all those instances where 
satisfaction, cannot otherwise be had for 
affronts, they have not contrived among 
themselves some mode of discipline,such’ 
as would mark the culprit, and him only, 
with that kind of opprobrium, which 
shall be adjudged to be proportioned 


the offence. 
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